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Cupido

Hath giuen her doome from doubtfullbrefl

and turnd her Grace from me.
Syth that the moft miffortune nowe,

that euer I could fynd,
Hath chaunced to me and Myfer I,

by Deflenyes affygnde.
Am Captyue heare, confydre yet,

what Fortune myght haue wrought
And made a Conquerer of me,

and you in Bondage brought.
Confydre yet the wofull plyght,

wherin you had remaynd,
If that the Gods my happy flate,

had not fo fore difdaynd,
And by your Gryef, than mefure mine

fhowe mercye in this cafe,
That Conquerour commended is,

who gyues to pytie place.
The cruell mynd difprayfed is,

In euery kynd, of ftate,
No man fo hauty lyues on earth,

but ons may fynd his mate.
Thefe wordes Hipolitus I fpeake,

to bread no farther ftryfe,
I fpeake not this of malyce heare,

my fute is for my lyfe,
" Syth Fortune thus hath fauord you,

graunt this my fmall requefl,
And let me lyue yf mercy dwell,

within your Noble breft,
By this tyme Morpheus had difperfl

the drowfy Clowd of fleape,
And from my braynes the quyet traunce,

began full fall to Creape.
And dounward fell.    I waked therwith

and lokyng round a bout,
Long tyme I mufed where I was,

my mynd was ftyl in doubt